CHAPTER X

MY VISIT TO THE SHEREEF OF 'MECCA

Shereef is still at Tail/1 Thus went the reports
I repeatedly obtained about the man who ruled the city
and who had written that he wanted to see me. My
Matof thought Husein Ibn Ali disliked leaving his cool
mountain capital during the month of June, which had
meanwhile begun. I could not blame the potentate,
since the weather in the naked valley of Mecca became
hotter than anything I ever lived through even at
Bombay. Existence in the pilgrim-house was largely a
dreary lounging in the company of people who took
one long siesta from noon till Mograb time. I owned
no books except the Koran, and only in the evening did
I feel enough energy to read that difficult volume.

Once a week I wrote a letter to my wife in Cape Town
and once a week I went to the Post Office for her replies*
Seldom did I get any. She was unwise enough to register
them, the safest method of having one's correspondence
embezzled in the Ottoman Empire. Several com-
munications from my mother addressed at first:

"MAHMOUD MOBAREK CHURCHWARD,
"Post Office,
"Suez,

"TILL CALLED FOR/'
and then:
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